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EDITORIAL 


Homophiles have suffered in silence the perverse, dogmatic slanders 
of self-delegated sexperts. They have been labelled as criminal sexual 
psychopaths, willful perverts, trauma-retarded cases of infantilism, 
injustice-collecting masochists and incipient child molesters. It is no 
wonder many homophiles tire of the constant attempts made to analyze 
them and resist any further education on a subject they rightly feel is 
better known to them than to so-called authorities. 

They know what they are. They may even like it. Like it or not, 

they’ve stopped hoping for the Never-Never Land of cure. For all the 
jangling and phoney claims, homophiles know the cause-and-cure cult 
is still batting zero. 
So the average homosexual man or woman shrugs and says, “Let the 
doctors and preachers argue about theory. They'll still be at it when 
I’m six feet under. I’m going to get a little personal satisfaction out of 
life—if they let me alone long enough.” But society doesn’t let people 
alone. We live in society. We must somehow come to terms with it. We 
have to learn the ground rules as well as the loop holes. Above all we 
have to learn exactly what we are, and how to fit ourselves into the 
social scheme. 

Once abandon the narrow and fruitless fixation on cause and cure, 
we discover that learning about ourselves and our relation to the world 
is neither dull, useless ner frustrating. We become swept up in a pano- 
rama of exciting historical, literary and scientific materials about homo- 
sexuality. We begin to see homosexual love as an important biological 
and historical current rather than as an isolated and freakish phenomo- 
non. We glimpse a broader picture than psychologists, theologians or 
jurists had dreamed of. 

But does the homophile who has “been around” and read a couple 
books really know himself? Perhaps he knows more than the authors 
of many of those books, but the practical education picked up in streets 
and bars is superficial and not very practical. The homophile desper- 
ately needs to know his identity and his status. Those who don’t acquire 
this self-knowledge or some compensation for it, remain misfits, neu- 
rotics, outcasts or worse. Those who find this knowledge have a chance 
to find their place in the world. 

ONE’s program of homophile study, as carried out in our researches, 
our Institute classes and in our new Quarterly, is not a matter of trying 
to be pedantic for pedantry’s sake. Nor is it to demonstrate that homo- 
philes can be scholarly—that has been proven already by many of the 
world’s leading scholars. Homophile edueation is a practical and urgent 
matter, for teen-agers who are moving inexorably in this direction as 
well as for those long set in their ways. “Know thyself . . . the proper 
study of mankind is man.” For the homophile, condemned otherwise 
by modern society as a lost soul, this has exceptional urgency. 


Lyn Pedersen, 
ssociate Editor 
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rab Revolt 


Le: 


Beginning with Nasser’s abrupt 
seizure of the Suez Canal the rest 
of the world has become more 
painfully aware each day of Arab 
nationalism and its fiery de- 
mands. From Gibraltar to the In- 
dus, and beyond, the Moslem 
world pulsates with a vigor it has 
not known in a thousand years. 

What is back of this modern 
phenomenon? How did it all get 
started? What have been the 
forces that lit the fuse we all 
watch these days in fear and trep- 
idation? 

News commentators and the 
pundits tell us much, but few 


have explored the part that 
homosexual love has played in 
the drama. In the following arti- 
cle, Signor Vitale, an _ Italian 
scholar who has traveled widely 
in the Near East and done con- 
siderable study of the enigmatic 
career of Lawrence of Arabia, 
gives what he feels is the key to 
it all. 

If he is right, and it appears 
quite likely that he is, every 
reader will have acquired a new 
perspective on the place and in- 
fluence of homosexuality in cur- 
rent affairs and the history of the 
world. 





I loved you, so I 
drew these tides 
of men into my 
hands and wrote 
my will across the 
sky in stars 


earn you Free- 
dom, the seven 
pillared — worthy 
house, that your 
eyes might be 
shining for me 
When we came. 


T. E. Lawrence 


These words were written as the 
preface to a book and dedicated to the 
memory of a boy. Were it not that 
death visited the boy at the culmina- 
tion of his adolescence, we would 
never have been able to read these 
words, for the book would have never 
been written. But, then, if the book 
had never been written, the most 
moving tale of modern times would 
have remained unknown and the les- 
son it teaches would have been 
ignored. 

Wise, therefore, beyond all human 
comprehension are the ways of Provi- 
dence; for God, in His infinite Wis- 
dom, is now opening the eyes of men 
to the plight of those brethren of theirs 
whom He has singled out to do heroic 
deeds as a sublimation of their homo- 
sexual love. 

T. E. Lawrence, the pen name of 


the author of the famous book, The 
Seven Pillars of Wisdom, was born 
to love boys and not women: but he 
himself did not know it until he went 
to the Middle East to pursue his life 
career of archaelogy. It was there, 
in the exploration of the mound of 
Carchemish that he had the revelation 
of his true nature. 

Always, in everything which is 
human, the hidden spring of action is 
the yearning of the heart. 

T. E. Lawrence might have been a 
fairly competent archaeologist and 
lived to a ripe old age the life of a 
distinguished scholar, had not his soul 
been set afire at the meeting of an 
Arab boy. known as Sheik Ahmed. 
The boy was also called Dahoum, 
which in Arabic means: The Dark 
One, in humorous reference to his 
unusually fair skin. 
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Those who have no inkling of the 
“elective affinities” binding the secret 
chords of the hearts of two human be- 
ings, have found utterly difficult to 
explain the magic of the spell cast by 
the boy Dahoum upon the man Law- 
rence. Here was a boy not exception- 
ally handsome, and, to all appear- 
ances, utterly uneducated, possessing 
no other charm but the charm of his 
adolescent years, and, yet, this boy 
was capable of inspiring such deeds as 
would change the whole history of 
mankind. Why? And how did it hap- 
pen? 

Alas! but I am afraid this question 
will remain forever unanswered for 
those who seek a rational explanation 
for that which is supremely irrational: 
the life of the heart. For, if the body 
feeds on food, and the mind lives on 
thoughts, the heart yearns only for 
love. “Love and be loved, to love is the 
essence of life.” The song of the 
sirens, sung since the time of Ulysses, 
finds a reverberating echo in all 


human hearts at the springtime of any 
man’s life. And thus, found an echo 
in Lawrence’s heart, there in Asia 
Minor, sacred to the memory of the 
love of Achilles and Patroclus. 


Be that as it may, Lawrence did fall 
in love with the boy Dahoum. 


He fell in love and his true life be- 
gan. 


It began the moment he decided to 
raise a monument to this love that 
should remain unequaled in the an- 
nals of history. 

The boy Dahoum was a member of 
a downtrodden, oppressed race. But 
that race had had a glorious history 
in the past. Spain had never known 
any greater moment of her history 
than under the Arab’s domination. All 
that was needed was to give back to 
the men of this race the consciousness 
of their great dignity, a sense of their 
valor, a taste of new accomplishments, 
and new triumphs, to see them throw 


off the yoke of their servitude and be- 
come again the proud, fierce, arro- 
gant, superb Arabs of that past when 
they rode astride the highways of the 
Mediterranean world. 

And thus began “The Revolt in the 
Desert.” so magnificently described 
by Lawrence himself, that revolt 
which was to bring about the inaugur- 
ation of five or six new kingdoms in 
the Middle East, the rebirth of Arab 
nationalism, the upward swing of 
downtrodden masses, and_ possibly, 
the whole of mankind to the verge of 
a world war to be fought with atomic 
weapons... 

“T loved you, so I drew these tides 
of men into my hands and wrote my 
will across the sky in stars to earn you 
Freedom.” Thus wrote T. E. Law- 
rence, and what he wrote is abso- 
lutely true, alas! only too true! 

But then, who is to question the 
ways of Providence? If God, in His 
infinite Mercy. served Himself by the 
love of a man for an adolescent boy 
to change the course of history and 
bring new hope to millions of men, 
was that love to remain hidden for- 
ever? Asa matter of fact I maintain 
that its secret would have made a 
mockery of Divine justice. It would 
have made a mockery of it, because 
men must know that it is not hetero- 
sexual love alone which can be capable 
of noble thoughts and heroic deeds, 
but homosexual love as well. And that 
if heterosexual love has had a monu- 
ment raised with “The Divine Com- 
edy,” by Dante to his Beatrice, homo- 
sexual love has also its monument 
raised in the “Sonnets” of Shake- 
speare to his boy, W. H.; and that, if 
countless men have done heroic deeds 
inspired by the love of a woman, no 
man did greater heroic deeds than 
T. E. Lawrence, or, which is even 
more important, deeds which in the 
end have so altered the face of the 
world and the history of mankind as 
the Arab revolt has done. 





HOW THIN YOUR NOSE IS 


How thin your nose is 
where it is horizontally level with your eyes. 
The way | love your face— 
If now | had the will 
to lift any part of me to your face, 
even to turn my head— 
If | were not depleted and fulfilled — 
| should be able to try to know, to say, 
what your face is 
as now | rub it with my own— 
finding our loving laziness fulfilling; 
yet, suspended in this magnetism, 
| was impelled just now to reach you again— 
As if there were anything else in the world 
So good or so important. 
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by Manfred Wise 





MRS. CARTWRIGHT 


a story by Keith Barton 


“Will you take the stand, Mrs. Cartwright?” he asked, and watched her with 
frank appreciation as she rose and made her way to the witness box. He was a 
dapper little man, Levantine in appearance, and he spoke with a shadow of a lisp. 
His clothes were expensive and well-cut and he toyed with a hand-painted cravat 
as he watched his client cross to the witness chair, raise a languid, exquisitely 
manicured hand as she was sworn in, and then sit and cross her legs with a feline 
grace and wait indifferently for the drama to begin. 

What an actress she is! he thought, overcome with admiration. Or what an 
actress she might have been! he amended hastily. He looked at the jurors to see 
what effect Mrs. Cartwright had had upon them and found it difficult to restrain 
asmile. An all male jury. And then he turned back to Mrs. Cartw right, a reassur- 
ing look in his eyes. 

His gaze drank her in for a moment, the black hat and veil, the smart black 
dress, the black silk stockings—There was something about black on a woman, 
he thought, something provocative, something—well. sexually provocative, if you 
really wanted to be honest with yourself, and he was momentarily shocked by his 
sensuality. But not this sort of black, he reminded himself guiltily, not this mourn- 
ing black. There was something sexless about widows, something sexless in the 
way you thought about them, or in the way you should think about them. 

He had had great difficulty in bringing his mind to bear on the case. for it 
had held no thrill of anticipation for him. The conclusion was foregone. It had 
presented no challenge, and now he felt an odd reluctance to proceed. But proceed 
he must, for Mrs. Cartwright was gazing at him with her calm, dark eyes and he 
suddenly remembered the retaining fee and he thought he should make some 
attempt to show he had earned it. 

“Mrs. Cartwright,” he began, in his warmest tones, “I have no wish to inflict 
this ordeal upon you, especially at a time like this, when you are so sorely be- 
reaved, but the State has charged you with murder. More explicitly, the State 
has charged you with the murder of Cecil Kelsey. to which charge you have 
pleaded “Not Guilty.” To you and to me. the questions I shall ask will seem 
stupid and superfluous. since what you did should win the approval of every 
redblooded man and woman in this country. Yet the State has charged you with 
murder, Mrs. Cartwright.” 

He paused, made a deprecating gesture. and smiled at Mrs. Cartwright. 

“However.” he continued, “I intend to prove beyond the shadow of a doubt 
that you were merely protecting your life and your honor. which is the God-given 
privilege of every human being. and that in shooting Cecil Kelsey in self-defense. 
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you were exercising that privilege. Mrs. Cartwright. if you were not at this 
moment standing before this bar of justice, Cecil Kelsey would be here in your 
stead, in the shadow of this court, charged with your murder!” 

He turned toward the bench, flushed and triumphant, eagerly searching for 
a sign of approbation from that direction, but His Honor was busily brushing 
some lint from his robe. And the little man turned back to Mrs. Cartw right. 

“Other than self-defense, the State will be able to prove no motive for what 
it is pleased to call the crime you have committed and with which you are 
charged, Mrs. Cartwright.” 

“I was not considering motives at the time,” Mrs. Cartw right said. Her voice 
was low and vibrant and he looked for several long moments at her rich, ripe 
lips and felt slightly sick to his stomach. 

“Of course not,” he murmured understandingly, after he had recovered himself. 
“But nevertheless, there was a motive present, Mrs. Cartwright. You shot and 
killed Cecil Kelsey when he attempted to assault you. It that not true, Mrs. Cart- 
wright?” 

Mrs. Cartwright breathed deeply. “Yes,” she answered. 

“In other words, the deceased tried to rape you. Is that not true. Mrs. 
Cartwright?” 

Mrs. Cartwright lowered her head. “Yes,” she said, 


* % # 


The day had been rainy and chilly and the red earth had fallen with a hollow 
sound into the newly dug grave. She stood beside Cecil and the rain hit her 
face with a refreshing iciness. She felt strange and oddly light-headed standing 
there at the graveside staring at the gray end of the coffin that still lay uncovered. 
Cecil seemed preoccupied and far-away and she was suddenly weary of trying 
to bridge the gap that had come between them. She looked at him from the 
corner of her eye: the thin, bird-like profile. the hat pulled far down over his 
forehead (that awful hat!), the spout of rainwater gushing from its brim, the 
hands savagely thrust into his raincoat’s pockets—Cecil seemed almost a natural 
part of the scene, along with the rain. the graves, the sullen brooding day. It 
was the perfect setting for Cecil, she thought. and she moved closer to him as the 
raw opening in the earth was finally filled. It looked like a great, gaping wound, 
but when the elaborate funeral pieces had been placed upon the mound, she felt 
it didn’t look half so bad. Poor Bill! She thought. Poor old Bill Cartwright! 
There was nothing much left, now. nothing, really, that she could recall, and 
she had a peculiar feeling of finality about the whole thing. Bill was gone. She 
scarcely remembered what he had looked like. My God! she thought, my own 
husband, and I can’t remember what in hell he looked like! 

The car was w aiting for them. 

“We might as well go,” she said. “It’s all over, Cecil.” 

“Monica,” he said, “if you don’t mind... P'd much rather stay here a bit 
and then go back alone.” : 

“Of course I mind,” she answered. “We'll have a good dinner and then we'll 
both feel ever so much better. I wouldn't be at all surprised if you’ve caught 
a chill. Your lips are almost as blue as your eyes, Cecil.” : 

“Monica, dear,” he said, “I couldn't possibly think of food at a time like this 

“Do you mind, then, if I do your thinking for you, Cecil?” She had already 
taken his arm and was leading him from the grave to the car. “Perhaps you'd 
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better take my arm,” she said, “under the circumstances.” And she smiled wanly 
up at him. She slipped her arm from under his and mechanically he grasped 
her elbow. “That’s much better,” she said. “Under the circumstances.” 

“T can’t understand your light mood.” he said, after a moment. 

She looked up at him sharply. 

“I’m sure that’s the way Bill would have wanted it,” she said. 


Suddenly she halted and leaned heavily against him and he felt her fingers 
burrowing deeply into the flesh of his arm. 


“Monica .. 2’ He was looking at her with anxiety and concern. She leaned 
against him for a brief moment and then he felt her tension relax. 


“Tm all right now,” she murmured, and they both continued walking to the car. 


* * * 


The little man had been questioning her for quite a while now. The questions 
had all seemed unforgiveably dull and the jury moved about restlessly, had lost 
interest in the proceedings and had merely sat looking at Mrs. Cartwright. She 
was a good show. 

“When did you first meet Cecil Kelsey?” the little man now asked. The 
wriggling and the coughing in the jury box stopped. Mrs. Cartwright eazed out 
the courtroom window for a moment and then turned to her attorney. 

“I met Cecil five years ago,” she replied. 

“Before your marriage?” he asked. 

“Ves,” Mrs. Cartwright said. 

“Was he a suitor for your hand at that time?” he asked. 

“If he was. I had no idea of it.” she said. “I was engaged at the time.” 

“Now. then,” said the little man.“‘could you give the jury a clear picture of 
the relationship between the three of you, Cecil Kelsey, your husband William 
Cartwright and yourself?” 

There was a moment’s pause while she reflected. “You must forgive me,” she 
said, and looked apologetically toward the jury box. “So much has happened 
and I’ve been under such a great strain. . .” 

“Of course.” her counsel said. “Take your time, Mrs. Cartwright. Compose 
yourself.” 

She looked at him gratefully. “I met Cecil Kelsey at a college dance in 
Connecticut,” she began. “My husband—of course we were only engaged at 
the time—my husband had asked me to attend as his weekend guest. Cecil and 
my husband were roommates and the girl Cecil had asked had ditched him at 
the last moment, so that my evening was rather evenly divided between the two 
of them.” 

“Tell me, Mrs. Cartwright, did you notice anything about him at that time?” 

“Anything of what nature?” she asked. 

“Did he pay any special attention to you?” 

“Cecil was attentive, but not overly so. He was always delightful company, 
charming and gracious. That was one of the reasons w hy Bill—my husband— 
liked to have him around. My husband was inclined to be slightly serious and 
Cecil had a way of taking him out of himself.” 

“1 see, And after that, Mrs. Cartwright?” 

“After that, Bill and I were married.” 

“Did Mr. Kelsey seem at all perturbed by this event? 

“Do you mean, was he upset by our marriage?” 





“That's exactly what I mean, Mrs. Cartwright.” 
“Well, he’d known all along that Bill and I were engaged and that we intended 
getting married as soon as Bill graduated, so it couldn't have come as a surprise 


to him.” 

“I see. And during the early part of your marriage. you saw Mr. Kelsey alone 
quite often, Mrs. Cartwright. Isn’t that so?” 

“My husband had taken a job and he was sometimes rather busy at his 
office several nights a week, so he urged Cecil to visit me and take me out while 
he was working.” 

“And during this period. was Mr. Kelsey at any time objectionable?” 

“Not at all,” she replied. “Cecil was an almost daily visitor at our home. He 
was there practically every evening for dinner.” 

“Was your husband at any time suspicious of Mr. Kelsey’s frequent visits?” 

“Cecil was a visitor on invitation only. Bill and he were very good friends 
There was no reason, at the time, why they shouldn't be.” 

“Will you tell the jury just when Mr. Kelsey’s true intentions were apparent? 

She tore at the black lace handkerchief in her hands. “Bill had chartered a 
boat,” she began in a low voice. 

“Please speak so the jury can hear you,” the little man said. 

“It was about a year ago,” she said, raising her voice. “My husband had 
chartered a boat. He wanted to sail to the Bahamas and he asked Cecil to go 
along. There were just the three of us. Both Bill and Cecil knew quite a bit about 
sailing and I knew something about it myself. We had divided the watches—” 
She stopped. “I knew it all along about Cecil!” she cried suddenly. “I couldn’t 
help but know it!” She was leaning tensely forward, and for a moment had become 
completely oblivious of the courtroom, the jury, and the prodding little man. 
Then she looked wildly about her, like someone awakening from a bad dream. 

“Will you please tell us what happened on the cruise the three of you took?” 
he asked quietly. disregarding the interruption. 

She dabbed at her eyes with the black lace handkerchief. “It was during my 
watch,” she resumed, trying to keep the emotion she felt out of her voice. “I 
thought both Bill and Cecil were sleeping below, but suddenly Cecil was standing 
beside me at the wheel. He seemed strangely silent and I became frightened by 
his being there, by his tenseness, by his peculiar attitude. There was something 
threatening about him. It seemed so unlike Cecil. And then. before | could resist, 
he dragged me from the wheel. . . 

“Go on, Mrs. Cartwright,” her counsel urged gently. 

“He dragged me from the wheel and grasped me in his arms... ” Her voice 
broke and she lowered her head. 

Did he make any suggestions to you at the time, and demands, Mrs. Cart- 
wright?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she answered, almost inaudibly, 

“Lewd, obscene suggestions?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Cartwright. 

* * 

Inside the car she felt safer from the dreary day. Cecil fell in beside her 
with a deep sigh and his wet coat brushed her hand She pulled the window shade 
down to shut out the grey landscape and hugged her jacket more closely about her. 

“Cecil, I'm so tired!” she said. ; ; 

He reached for her hand. “Poor little thing!” he said. 
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“You're so gentle and comforting, Cecil.” she murmured contentedly, and 
snuggled down into the cushions. : 

Cecil was looking abstractedly out the window at the melancholy view rushing 
past them. “Poor Bill!” he exclaimed suddenly. “Poor old Bill!” J 

“We're all alone now, Cecil,” Mrs. Cartwright said. 

“Yes, we're all alone now.” Cecil said in his preoccupied way. They drove 
in silence for a while. She had moved more closely to him and then abruptly she 
grasped his arm and drew him to her and put her lips to his ear. 

“You never suspected me, did you?” she asked in a hoarse whisper, looking al 
his face to see what effect her words would have. 

“What did you say?” he asked. But the driver had pulled up before the house 
and she cautioned Cecil to silence with a finger to her lips. 

The house was warm and cheery. A fire had been laid in the fireplace and was 
blazing comfortably and the dining room table had been set with her best silver 
and crystal. The whole place had a gala, festive air. Bessy took their wet things. 

“There'll be two of us and we'll have dinner right away, Bessy,” Monica said. 
“I’m nearly famished!” And when Bessy had gone, “Cocktail, Cecil?” 

He stared at her in horrified disbelief. 

“Cecil, please don’t be stuffy.” she said. “I just thought we might need some- 
thing after that awful place.” 

“No thank you.” he said stiffly. He drifted over to the window and fussed 
with the plants on the ledge. 

“Cecil, darling,” she said petulantly, “you seem so aloof and far away! You're 
no consolation to me at all!” 

“[’m sorry. Monica, but I seem to be of small consolation to myself, today.” 

“Well, Bessy has dinner ready, so we might as well eat.” She turned and went 
into the dining room. Cecil’s fingers lingered in the gravel of one of the potted 
plants and then he slowly followed her and sat w here a place had been laid for him. 

“That’s where Bill used to sit.” Monica said. He started for a moment, and then 
looked sharply at her. 

“Ts it?” he said. “Then I have no right sitting here.” He moved his chair until he 
was sitting opposite her. 

“You're awfully silly,” Monica said. but either he hadn’t heard her or he 
ignored the remark. The dinner passed in complete silence. She glanced at him 
surreptitiously through the floral centerpiece She never tired of that thin, ascetic 
face, the vague blue eyes. the complete indifference she seemed to arouse in him 
and yet, all the time, she knew. She felt the passion inside of him. That’s what she 
wanted to know, the passion, and she wondered what he'd be like. 

The silence was upsetting her. She dropped her spoon and when she picked up 
her coffee cup, her hand trembled. 

“Cecil, look,” she said. “I just can’t keep myself still! My hand is shaking so 
I can’t drink my coffee!” He looked at her compassionately but remained silent, 
absorbed in his own thoughts. 

“T hope you don’t mind, Cecil, but we have custard for dessert,” she said after 
a moment, as the maid brought it in. “Bill always liked custard. It was his 
favorite dessert. Bessy, bring Mr. Kelsey some more coffee.” 

Monica stuck her spoon in her custard and sat toying with it musingly. Then 
she suddenly smiled and looked at Cecil. 

“That’s where I put it,” she whispered in a conspiratorial tone. “In the custard!” 

“Put what in the custard?” Cecil asked impatiently, roused from his revery. 





“T see,” said the little man. “Mrs. Cartwright, why didn’t you inform your 
husband of the advances made by Mr. Kelsey?” 

“T couldn’t! I just couldn’t!” she cried distractedly. “Bill thought so much 
of him! He meant so much to Bill!” 

“There were other times besides that on the boat when Mr. Kelsey sought to 
force his attentions upon you?” 

“Yes! Many other times!” 

“And yet you refrained from acquainting your husband with these fac 

“My husband was ill. He had a bad heart and I didn’t want to do anything 
that might excite him or make him unhappy.” 

“Your husband died three weeks ago. Is that not true, Mrs. Cartwright?” 

“Yes.” 

“And he died a happy man, not knowing the true nature of the man he had 
befriended.” 

“That is true.” 

“Mrs. Cartwright, I look upon you with great humility. You have selflessly 
sacrificed yourself for your husband’s happiness. Whether you were right or 
wrong is not for me to judge. 

“Will you tell us the events leading up to your husband’s death and what fol- 
lowed, Mrs. Cartwright?” 

She opened the black bag she carried and extracted another black lace hand- 
kerchief. 

“Take your time,” her counsel said. 

“Bill—my husband had developed a slight cough,” she began. “He’d had a 
bad cold and it left him with a cough, so the doctor suggested we go out West 
for a few weeks, to Colorado. An uncle of Bill’s had a ranch out there.” 

“Did Mr. Kelsey accompany you and your husband on this trip?” 

“No.” 

“Had your husband invited him? 

“Yes. But fortunately Cecil said he had some urgent business here in town, 

was the first time Bill and I had been alone, really alone.” 

“And during this visit to Colorado, your husband suffered a heart attack which 
proved fatal?” 

“Yes, he’d been over-doing strenuous sports. He died while we were there.” 
She leaned back weakly in the chair. 

“You brought your husband’s body back to be buried here in the family 
plot. Is that not true, Mrs. Cartw right?” 

Ves,” 


“Did you see Mr. Kelsey after your return?” 


“Yes. I couldn’t keep him from the house. I couldn’t be that unkind when he 
wished to pay his respects to my husband. And I thought he might have the 
decency to respect my position. Actually, | hardly said two words to him when 
he did call.” 

“When did you again see Mr. Kelsey ?” 

“The following day. The day of the funeral,” she replied. 

“Will you tell us the events of that day?” he asked. 

“First, may I have some water, please ? 

“Of course you may,” her counsel said, and turned to an attendant. Mrs. 
Cartwright sank back into the chair and focussed her eyes on the window and 
what lay beyond it. She took the glass of water and lifted it to her lips with both 
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hands and drank as a little child would. She seemed quite pathetic. 

“Now, then, Mrs. Cartwright,” he prodded her. 

“Yes ... the day of the funeral,” she began at last. “I really don’t remember 
quite clearly. I was in a frightful state. Everything seemed so hazy . . . Cecil 
didn’t come to the services at the house. | remember his standing outside the 
church when we were leaving for the cemetery, and then suddenly he was there 
in the car beside me. I was tco upset to ask him to leave.” 

“Please go on, Mrs. Cartwright.” 

“Cecil insisted he drive home with me. I was so overcome at the time that for 
the moment I forgot who and what he was. I felt I needed someone, no matter, who, 
in this hour of need. There was no one | could turn to.” 

“Of course.” he said. He was no longer looking at her objectively. She was 
no longer his client. She was an attractive woman telling a story in which he had 
become engrossed, although he had heard it numerous times before, and he 
occasionally made little sympathetic noises with his mouth. “Go on, please, Mrs. 
Cartwright,” he said gently and eagerly, for he liked best that part of the story 
which was to come. 

“He came back to the house with me . . .” Her voice broke and she grasped the 
arms of her chair. “I can’t go on!” she moaned. 

“Please, Mrs. Cartwright.” 

“I... I can’t remember!” 

“Your mind is trying to forget, Mrs. Cartwright. A perfectly normal reaction. 
You have been through a great deal. I understand. Let me help you. Mr. Kelsey 
returned from your husband’s funeral with you and you both dined at your 
home. You were grateful for his companionship despite the fact that he had been 
forcing his attentions upon you. That, under the circumstances, is quite under- 
standable. I have been relating the facts correctly so far, have I not, Mrs. Cart- 
wright?” 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Now, then,” he said, “as to what happened afterward, I want the jury to 
hear from your own lips, Mrs. Cartwright.” He leaned forward and smiled re- 
assuringly at her. 

“We both went into the library,” she began slowly. “I had asked Cecil if he 
would help me arrange some of my husband’s papers. 

“What happened in the library?” he asked. 

“He attacked me,” she said simply. 

“T see. And did you struggle with him?” 

“Yes,” she answered. “But he was like a crazed man!” 

“And during the struggle, you managed to get your husband's revolver from 
the desk drawer.” 

Yes. 

“You pointed it at the deceased with the primary intention of frightening off 
his attack.” 

“Yes,” she said. 
“That is all,” he said. “You may step down, Mrs. Cartwright.” 


* * * 


“Let’s go into the library,” Monica said. “Bill has some very good brandy.” 
Cecil wearily pulled himself to his feet and followed her. 

“T really don’t want any brandy, Monica,” he said. 

‘Neither do I,” she said, and closed the library doors and stood with her back 
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against them and looked at Cecil with a gaze half reproachful and half mischievous. 
“Silly,” she said. 

“You're in an awfully strange mood tonight, Monica. Do you feel well?” he 
asked, looking at her with concern. 

With a sudden, swift movement she went to him and grasped him by the lapels 
of his jacket and pulled him roughly to her, pressing her body close to his and 
laying her head against his shoulder so that he could feel the soft, moist lips and 
the warm breath upon his neck. 

“Monica,” he said weakly, and his voice sounded stifled and strained. 

“Shhh!” she whispered. “Oh Cecil! Just let me stay like this a moment! Just 
for a moment!” 

He made a movement to grasp her by her elbows in an effort to push her from 
him, but she misinterpreted his gesture and her arms were quickly about his 
neck and he found himself inadvertantly clasping her waist. 

“That's right, darling!” she hissed. “Put your arms around me! Hold me clos 
Close, Cecil darling! Close!” 

“Monica!” Cecil said, hoarsely and helplessly. 

“Oh my darling! Just let’s stand like this, in each other’s arms!” she moaned, 
and it seemed to him her voice came from a great distance. “I couldn’t stand 
it anymore!” she whispered. “I just couldn’t! T just couldn’t stand him anymore! 
Oh Cecil! How I’ve suffered! He was always between us, darling! Always! And 
I knew how you felt! I knew all the time how you felt! You couldn't keep it from 
me! Don’t you see? I had to do it!” 


There was a fretfulness in her voice and she sounded like a naughty child 
trying to justify some wrongdoing. He felt her lips burrowing into his throat 
and the sharp nip of her teeth in his flesh. “You old stupid!” she said, and sud- 


denly he felt her rippling with laughter. “Oh Cecil!” she sobbed, “it’s just too, 
too funny!” 


Cecil roughly broke her arms from their clasp about his neck and held her at 
arms length, “What’s so funny?” he demanded huskily, ashamed of the tremor 
in his voice, 

“I put it in the custard!” Monica gigeled hysterically. 

“You put what in the custard?” He was shaking her savagely. Her head 
rolled about and she was weak with laughter. 

“T put it in the custard!” she choked. “Oh you old silly! You didn’t think poor 
old Bill really died of a heart attack! Oh you!” 

“My God!” Cecil said hoarsely. He released her suddenly and she fell back 
against the desk. 

“But [ thought you knew all along! Oh Cecil. you old stupid! But we just had 
to be together, Cecil! We just had to be!” She leaned limply against the desk 
and brushed her hair back from her face and looked at him with a hurt. frightened 
stare, j 

“My God!” said Cecil. “Monica. you've made a horrible mistake!” 

“It never was me, was it?” she asked hoarsely. 


The little man was bending over her, leaning down over her and his hand- 
painted cravat fell out of his jacket and brushed her hands where they lay calmly 
folded in her lap. —* : 

“Well, it’s all over,” he said. “We never had any doubts, did we?” 

“No.” she answered, and looked up into his flushed face. 
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tangents 


news & views 


The following appeared recently 
in letter column of ORLANDO 
(Florida) SENTINEL: 


“Editor: My recently widowed 
sister and 14-year-old son from 
North Carolina came down to visit 
us when the boy finished his school 
term this year. 

“One afternoon | had some busi- 
ness in downtown Orlando and 
took them all in town with me. My 
wife and sister went to the city 
library and, while there, suggested 
that the boy go on down and wait 
for them in the park... . 

“The boy was walking around 
some and then stopped to watch a 
young man who was feeding the 
birds. The two of them struck up 
a conversation and presently they 
walked back to a bench where 
they sat and talked for a few min- 
utes. Shortly thereafter a detective 
walked up, identified himself as a 
city policeman. He then began ask- 
ing abrupt questions and proceeded 
with several vulgar insinuations, 
giving this child a third degree 
right in front of a number of curi- 
ous onlookers. Among other things, 
he wanted to know if this young 
man had asked the boy to go for a 
ride or if he had in any way placed 
his hands on his body, etc. Nothing 
of this sort had taken place. 

“Eventually my wife and sister 
arrived in time to witness part of 
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this spectacle. They found my 
nephew in a near-hysterical state 
and literally scared out of his wits 
by the crude manner in which he 
was being questioned. 

“Then, in a few minutes the wife 
of the embarrassed young man 
walked up. She and another lady 
had been down the way looking at 
the flowers. The cop, realizing that 
he had been completely wrong 
about everything, appeared to be 
actually disappointed because he 
had been unable to make an arrest. 

“My wife had rushed off to a 
telephone to call me. | arrived to 
find the cop had left abruptly with- 
out so much as an apology but ad- 
vising the young man to watch his 
step. 

“My immediate inclination was 
to go right down to city hall and 
see that this character with a police 
badge was reprimanded. However, 
the boy was so emotionally dis- 
turbed already that to prolong the 
situation seemed unwise. 

“My folks are from a small town 
and are not so worldly wise as your 
aggressive police department. 

“At any rate, this episode proved 
to be a profound shock for the child 
and not only did he begin to be 
anxious to return to North Carolina 
—he was afraid to go into Orlando 
again. What had previously been a 
pleasant vacation for him and his 
mother was now no longer so en- 
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joyable. They are now returned 
home and | doubt that we will 
again be able to persuade them to 
visit us down here. 

“As long as this witch hunt is 
on, | feel our children probably 
have more to fear and more need 
for protection from the Orlando 
Police Dept. than from non-existant 
child molesters.” 


Charles A. Bradley 


Dr. Howard Jones, Jr., recently 
reported sharp increase in births of 
bisexual baby girls since Balti- 
more's Johns Hopkins Hospital has 
been treating expectant mothers 
with testosterone to prevent miscar- 
riages. Many of these, by outward 
appearance, could be and are being 
mistaken for boys and will grow up 
sexually confused. In 17 cases (at 
that hospital alone) in the last year, 
“when there was enough doubt to 
cause an internal examination to be 
made" it was found that despite the 
presence of external male organs, 
the babies had all the internal fe- 
male organs, whereupon corrective 
surgery was resorted to. Dr. Jones 
believes the future of these children 
will be normal. He didn't say how 
the surgeons decided which set of 
organs the child had a right to keep 
—and one wonders if such bisex- 
val individuals need be particularly 
unhappy in a society with less rig- 
idly either-or attitudes toward sex. 
He expressed the questionable 
opinion that there had previously 
been less than ten such cases in 
medical history, and warned that 
testosterone should be used with 
extreme caution with pregnant 
women. Who knows what the race 
might turn out like when we really 
begin to feel the side effects of all 
the suppliments, injections, etc.,that 
are being used these days with in- 
sufficient testing—but at least they 
are testing. 


More sobering are UN statistics 
predicting a staggering world pop- 
ulation of six billion by 2,000 A.D. 
barely 40 years hence. China will 
then have a population almost 
equal to the total world population 
50 years ago. Even in the U.S., pop- 
ulation is expected almost to dou- 
ble. Ditto for Russia. And after that 
what? Will the explosive increase 
continue? The graphs show a 
sharper upturn as next century 
opens. Can even our own economy 
support such irresponsible growth? 
Catholic authorities have called 
these figures alarmist, saying that 
it's a god-given duty to be fruitful 
and multiply. ‘God will provide,” 
they say, but can they really be- 
lieve God didn't intend man to ex- 
ercize a little temperance, just as 
religious authorities urge temper- 
ance in eating and drinking, which 
are also Biblically blessed. The hand 
of Providence doesn't seem to be 
feeding the overpopulated coun- 
tries (including Catholic ones) at 
present—and many of them, with 
the least stable economies, will 
triple their populations in next 40 
years. In a recent HARPER'S, science 
writer Arthur Clarke suggests prov- 
idence maybe had a reason for 
giving man a variable sexual in- 
stinct, and that it might be high 
time to encourage spread of homo- 
sexuality on large scale—before 
rampant heterosexual over-produc- 
tiveness swamps us all... . 


ODDMENTS 


Did the linotype slip? A local TV 
guide recently said most popular 
daytime program in the LA area is 
“Queer for a Day"... .. 

Shortly after an alarm went out 
recently for a tough talking young 
male bandit, LA cops had suspect 
in hand, but “he was a woman 
.... In Cleveland, Darlene Nelson, 
a maid, arrested for charging mer- 
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chandise to former employers, was 
discovered to be male... . In Minn- 
eapolis, prisoner Vera Jackson, 
spending 10-day stretch in wom- 
ens workhouse was discovered— 
after an anonymous phone tip—to 
be man. She'd feigned illness when 
admitted, so avoiding routine med- 
(sto | sen 

Our movie-going readers will 
regret the passing of Franklin Pang- 
born, scene-stealing bit player who 
portrayed rather elegant and dith- 
ery hotel clerk, ribbon salesman or 
dress designer in hundreds of films 
. ... CONFIDENTIAL mag recently 
paid Liberace $40,000 in settlement 
for their snide article about him.... 
THE SERGEANT, Dennis Murphy's 
perky novel about young soldier 
defending his virginity from un- 
conscious homosexual drives of his 
topkick currently being filmed. 
Wonder how it'll come out when 
censors get thru? . . . . THE KING 
MUST DIE, Mary Renault's new 
novel of ancient Crete, which also 
has gay bits, in the works too, but 
homosexuality being only minor 
theme in this, it shouldn't give re- 
write boys much trouble, and it has 
enough gore and adventure to suit 
Hollywood mood... . 

Signs-of-the-Times: Hill-St store 
advertising socks: ‘Can be worn by 
all three sexes." Frat-house at a 
local school: ‘Deviate Go Home.” 
And a beanery that suffered from 
too-regular vice-squad importuni- 
ties: ‘No faggots allowed.” 

Boston, New Haven, New Britain, 
Troy and Newark authorities ban- 
ning rock'n'roll shows which they 
say causes teen-age violence. One 
Dist. Atty. calls it “rock'n'roll Fagan- 
ism.’ Legislatures horning in also. 
Hardly seems that these cheap 
songs alone could lead kids astray, 
tho in presence of other considera- 
ble causes, R&R could be contribu- 
ting factor. For most teeners it's 
harmless outlet for natural pent-up 


energies. If some teeners have too 
much pent-up inside them, it isn't 
the safety valve that causes the 
explosion. Parents and authorities 
should stop hunting scapegoats 
and get down to real analysis of 
problem.... 

In syndicated series ‘‘Crisis in 
Morals,"’ “noted writer'’ Howard 
Whitman  liberalishly discussed 
such problems as censorship, homo- 
sexuality, etc., with explicit assump- 
tion homosexuality was an abom- 
ination and disease. For someone 
who writes frequently on subject, 
he's at least moderately well-in- 
formed, which is unusual... . 

The Crime Story TV show re- 
ported elsewhere in this issue, 
threatened to ‘expose’ an unnamed 
homosexual magazine ‘which your 
own children could be getting on 
newsstands."' So the toned down 
and reasonable final program was 
pleasant surprise, particularly the 
final conclusion, in which all the 
panelists seemed to concur, that 
law ought to be reformed. Quite 
startling was the reading by priv- 
ate-eye Fred Otash, notorious from 
CONFIDENTIAL trial and scandals, 
of exact wording of vulgar ‘sex 
perversion"’ laws, and his admis- 
sion of his own former activities as 
vice-squadder at peeping in public 
COASH a ai 4o. 


NEW ORLEANS WITCHHUNT 


New Orleans, hardly a puritan 
city, had reputation of letting 
people mind their own morals ex- 
cept where they infringed on public 
order, but the effects of recent poli- 
tical jostling between Mayor de- 
Lesseps Morrison and District At- 
torney R. A. Dowling led to an ir- 
responsible and over-inflated ‘vice 
cleanup" directed primarily against 
homosexuals, but also hitting night 
club strippers, jazz spots and even 
a quiet club of nudists. 





“Civic leaders’’ and city council- 
men began screaming for drive 
against deviates, especially in 
French Quarter. Usual charges that 
droves of homosexuals were in- 
vading New Orleans from other 
cities—such as Los Angeles, which 
they had reportedly deserted en 
masse after they'd all been forced 
to register with police (Inaccurate. 
Persons convicted of felonies, not 
homosexuals in general, are re- 
quired to register, and constitution- 
ality of that is being challenged.) 
One councilman said police were 
lax, that he'd observed great numb- 
ers of ‘‘men with blondined hair 
and awful looking people all day 
and all night in the French Quar- 
ter,"’ but police made only 86 ar- 
rests in two years on charges of 
lewd behavior or wearing clothes 
of opposite sex. Police Supt. Prov- 
osty A. Dayries said “You can't 
just point to someone and say he 
or she is a deviate—that is one of 
the frustrating things about the 
problem." Top Vice-Squadder Rene 
Sabrier said he'd toured many other 
cities and they all had same prob- 
lem. There were demands for mass 
arrests, for padlocking all ‘‘homo- 
sexual hangouts,”’ or lifting their 
licenses, or constant harrassing 
raids. And loud complaints by 
Aaron Kohn of Metropolitan Crime 
Commission, and others, against 
courts for ‘‘dealing kindly’ with 
persons arrested in such places. 
Apparently the courts felt arrests 
should be made only on specific 
charges supported by real evidence. 

Mayor's half brother, Jacob Mor- 
rison, legal counsel for Vieux Carre 
Property Owners’ Assn., was ap- 
pointed head of citizens’ committee 
to bring in recommendations on 
how to deal with homosexuals in 
New Orleans. State Rep. Edward 
LeBreton, who'd undertaken similar 
job for legislature, reported the 
matter wasn't so simple: ‘‘The med- 
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ical profession is divided in opinion 
as to whether it belongs to the gen- 
eral practitioner or the psychiatrist 
and the medical and legal profes- 
sions can't agree on whether it's a 
criminal offense or a medical prob- 
lem."’ Rep. LeBreton might also 
have noted that no one has ever 
bothered to prove gratuitous as- 
sumption that homosexuality is 
either criminal offense or medical 
problem. July 22: Supt. Dayries sent 
vicecop Sabrier and his squad out 
and 18 persons (mostly bar em- 
ployees) were arrested at several 
“deviate bars,"’ on charges of va- 
grancy, disturbing peace and ‘'no 
visible means of support.’ 30 others 
warned to stay out of such places. 
Most charges were dropped next 
day. Those arrested already had 
their names and addresses ban- 
nered in several newspapers. An- 
other clipping (undated) reported 
“sweeping drive’ which arrested 
325 “‘undesirables’’ in one night. 


A letter denouncing witchhunt, 
signed by Victor G. Bakus, ap- 
peared in New Orleans STATES: 
“|... ina secular state, professing 
to be democratic, morals are of 
private concern only, so long as the 
rights of others are observed .... 


. anyone offended by either 
the entertainment or the clientelle 
of a public establishment has every 
right not to patronize the place. 

“| consider it a piece of unmiti- 
gated gall for anyone, be he Dis- 
trict Attorney or City Councilman, to 
tell me what | may see or with 
whom | may associate without en- 
dangering my morals. | must con- 
fess that were | to seek guidance 
in matters of morals, | should not 
likely turn to politicians .... 

“| sincerely hope that thoughtful 
citizens of New Orleans having re- 
gard for the rights of others will 
make known their disgust and op- 
position to Salem barbarity ... .” 


20 





EVPTTTT] TTT PT ETAT PTT ETAT A 


THE FEMININE 
VIEWPOINT 


: by and about women 


“WHY DO THEY PERSECUTE US SO?” 


The mental condition of a great ma- 
jority of the “gay” element in this 
country is indeed a shocking pity. 
Such remarks as “they just don’t un- 
derstand us”; “Why do they perse- 
cute us so?” “Everytime something 
goes wrong they blame it on us!” 
and, “Well, we can’t help being this 
way!” these plus many, many 
more, which no doubt, you yourself 
have heard above the noise in smoke 
choked rooms all over the country. 


The pity of it all, is the fact that we 
CAN help it . .. and there’s plenty we 
can do about it... if some of us would 


just GROW UP. 


Look around you—at the girl with 
the close cropped hair, fly-front pants, 
and oh so masculine voice and man- 
nerisms, (what’s she trying to prove ? ) 
. .. at the boy with the rouged face, 
plucked eyebrows and flailing arms, 
(and he?) listen to some of the lan- 
guage, and remarks; watch them on 
the streets and in the restaurants; 
listen to their voices, and watch the 
way they walk... 

This is why the American homo- 
sexual is persecuted; this is why the 
ambitious gay man or woman can’t 
get government or public contact posi- 
tions if it is known or even suspected 
that they are homosexual: this is why 
we have to migrate to smoke filled 
bars, why when in business. we have 
to cross the street, or turn our faces 
away when we encounter one of our 
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“twilight friends” on the street or in 
a store or restaurant. why the teacher 
must hibernate for fear of being seen 
talking, drinking or eating with a 
“known.” and a professional person 


is always on edge when out for the 
evening These people aren't 
ashamed of being homosexual, they 
are just being cautious, afraid of put- 
ting themselves in a position where 
they might lose what they have worked 
so hard to gain. ; 

The gay people in this country (the 
majority, that is) have a lot to offer 
to the world. Their sensitiveness to 
beauty, and craving for affection can 
bring them great dividends if they 
put it all to proper use. 

But no, some women choose to dress 
like men, and drive a truck or work in 
a factory. Some boys choose to act 
like women and be kept . or live 
a drab unsatisfied life. They mill 
around, poor things. and ery, “why 
do they persecute us so?” ... or “I 
keep my feelings suppressed all week, 
why can’t I let my hair down on week- 
end f say, poor things, 
surely it must be horrible to be so 
helpless. 

In busines 
asset—in gay life it can be a thorn 
in your heart. A search for happiness 
can be eternal, but then, the key can 
be right at the tip of your fingers or 
right before your eyes. We DON’T 
have to broadcast! We know each 
other! 


advertising is a great 





Why can’t the average “gay” girl 
or boy sit down and think of what 
their future will be? Surely we all 
want to live comfortably! I'd lay odds 
that if we all did sit down and think, 
there’d be a great many changes 
made. We’d see a lot of fly-front pants 
and boys’ shirts in the girls’ garbage 
container and enough makeup and 
tweezers to stock a department store 
make up counter in the boys’ contain- 
ers. And we'd see cleaner, nicer bars, 
quieter beaches, better mannered and 
much happier people. There'd be a 
transformation so essential that even 
the law would sit up and take notice. 
We'd probably be a lot safer. and no 
doubt, more respected and accepted. 
There’d be no more “why do they 
persecute us so?” For, after all, we're 
people, citizens of this great beautiful 
country, we pay our taxes, and when 
the need comes up are even willing 
to give our lives for a good cause. 
We're Men and Women, (male and 
female), even though we choose a life 
far divorced from the so-called “nor- 
mal” people.. Why don’t we act the 
part? 

In being a woman, and preferring 
a member of my own sex, | don’t nec- 
essarily want to be a man, or wish I 
was, nor am I interested in women 
that act or dress like men. I’m at- 
tracted to my own sex, that’s all. She 
may he a little stronger mentally or 
physically than I, or perhaps a little 
weaker, but she is a woman, and looks 
and acts like a woman. I can walk 
down the street with her and can in- 
troduce her to my family and business 
contacts with the assurance of not 
hurting anyone, nor losing my posi- 
tion. 

This goes for the fellows too, so 
why all the pretense, why not just be 
ourselves and drop the showmanship? 
Let’s get together, and do away with 
the need for remarks like “why do 
they persecute us so?” 
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| DO NOT WAKE TO GROPE 


| do not wake to grope 
But waking see 

Your need as warm as hope 
Immediately. 


| do not wake to seek 
But waking find 

Your tones and what they speak 
In my mind. 


| do not wake to climb 
From despair 

But waken into time 
And heaven there. 


| do not wake to ask 
But waking know 

Shores where the thoughts may bask 
And feeling flow. 


J. Phoenice 





BOOKS 


THE WHITE PAPER, 
anonymous. 
with preface and _ illustra- 
tions by Jean Cocteau, Ma- 
eaulay, New York, 1958, 
$3.50, 88 pp. 


This is an exciting little book, frank 
and delicately beautiful. Above all, it 
features a mystery, set forth in the 
introduction by France's profession- 
ally astonishing writer, cinematogra- 
pher, artist and Academician. 


Cocteau asks of the ,manuscript 
“Who wrote it? Did 1? Perhaps. An- 
other? Probably. Do we not become 
others the moment we've done writ- 
ing?” etcetera... 


The coy Cocteau notwithstanding, 
bibliographers and critics attribute 
authorship of Le Livre Blanc, pub- 
lished in Paris in 1920, to Cocteau, 
and for all the cute circumlocution, I 
think that only the author of such a 
work would bother to play ring- 
around-the-rosies with the riddle of 
whether he had written it. After the 
pretentious cleverness of the preface. 
the charmingly boyish directness of 
the narrative comes as a happy sur- 
prise. 


The work itself is primarily a con- 
fession of homosexuality and second- 
arily an apologetic. As a confession it 
is amazingly frank, sharply. effective 
with fine economy of words, straight- 
forward and quite ingenuous, though, 
brief as it is, it begins to drag at the 
end. 


The starkest experiences are re- 
counted with innocent simplicity, from 
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the embarrassment of schoolboy ejacu- 
lations and the frustration of early 
friendships to the sordidness of Mar- 
seille’s male brothels. However, the 
tale has that annoying one-sidedness 
that describes homosexual life as 
chiefly an alternation between the gut- 
ter and the confessional. 


As an apologetic, a defense of the 
homosexual’s right to be what he can- 
not help being, the book is less effec- 
tive, though one must make allow- 
ances for the date of its original pub- 
lication. The non-sequitur argument 
seems at best an example of simpering 
defiance. It will take more convincing 
argument to impress the heterosexual 
majority than saying homosexuals 
must be right because they exist and 
have a rough time. 


Yet the overall impression is of a 
work of rare honesty and beauty, like 
an innocent child looking at a dirty 
peep-show without being at all con- 
taminated. 


HOMOSEXUALITY, TRANS- 
VESTISM & CHANGE OF SEX 


By Eugene de Savitsch, M.D. 
William Heinemann Medical 
Books Ltd., 1958, 120 pp. 


Dr. de Savitsch first covers homo- 
sexuality, using the biological theory, 
with moral and legal highlights; her- 
maphrodites. with a few case studies. 
He then gives a comprehensive de- 
scription of sex change, using a few 
diagrams to show the progress of the 
operation. The Arnold-Arlette Leber 
case is discussed in detail with the 
appendix devoted to the medico-legal 
reports of this case. 

Although intended mainly for social 
workers, clergymen, lawyers, public 
officials, ete., this book can be read 


with profit by anyone interested in the 
subject of sex change. 


Harry Mulford 
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BOOK SERVICE 


BEHIND THESE WALLS, by Christopher Teale, Fell eae = $3.00 


A revealing and heartwarming tale of homosexuality in a big prison 


THE IMMORTAL, by Walter Ross, Simon & Schuster Baperern peek Ki) 


A competent, swiftly moving, shock-value packed, well-spiced first novel about the 
disturbed adventures with “bedfellows of both sexes” of Johnny Preston whose person- 
ality one has little trouble connecting with the late screen star, James Dean. 


THE WHITE PAPER, by anon., Macaulay... eee cedanshihasnieatic BOAO) 


This is a small but exciting book—a smooth, frank confession of homosexuality, published 
first in 1922 in French, and now generally conceded to have been by Cocteau. 


THE KING MUST DIE, by Mary Renault, Pantheon eas Be ea $4.50 
The author of The Charioteer and Lust of the Wine now recreates the Theseus legend 
in dramatic action-filled technicolor. Spiced with homosexual scenes, 


SERGEANT, by Dennis Murphy, Viking.............. ae f sasnesee GO.00 


Well-paced, skillful story of the seduction of a handsome young G.I. by his sergeant— 
up to the drinking buddy stage. Poor ending. 


THE MOON VOW, by Dr. Hazel Lin, Pageant..... Le ee en mere es 7AN IY 
Why won't Mei Li go to bed with her husband? Dr. Wu finally gets a clue when she 
takes several gold balls out of another patient .. . Lesbians, that’s it! Tedious, some- 
times realistic, often ghastly. 


been nearly impossible to get until this printing. 


SEX WITHOUT GUILT, by Albert Ellis, Ph.D., Lyle Stuart....... peabbsiagea ney ae BALOD 


While arguing for more sex freedom, Dr. Ellis still says homosexuals are neurotic unless 
they vary their sex-outlets, 


Remittance must accompany all orders. Add 20 cents for shipping costs, tax in California. 





Address ONE Inc., Book Dept., 232 So. Hill Street, Los Angeles 12, California. 





TV: 


Crime Story 


Regular viewers of “‘Crime Story,” 
a panel discussion type television 
show presented in the Los Angeles 
area late Sunday nights at 11:00 by 
station KTLA, channel 5, may have 
been gratified, if surprised, by the 
unexpectedly friendly attitudes to- 
ward homosexuality expressed on 
the program July 20th. The show 
focuses attention upon such ques- 
tions as narcotics, law enforcement, 
prisons and prison reform, interna- 
tional crime, and sex crime, and per- 
version under which latter headings 
they classify homosexuality. 

Past programs have been decid- 
edly anti-homosexual whenever 
that has been the subject of discus- 
sion, but always, fortunately, rather 
ineffective productions due, per- 
haps, to an amateur high school de- 


bate quality about them, and to the 
fact that the panel of ‘‘experts,"' as 
they are known, is often desperately 
recruited from among members of 
the program's own staff. 

But the July 20th program in the 
absence of its regular moderator 
Sandy Howard, presented a most 
reasonable picture of the homosex- 
ual. The members of the qualified 
panel made effective, intelligent ob- 
servations, and many positive and 
constructive points. The whole show 
was guided carefully by the guest 
moderator. Credit for the success 
of the program must go to Herbert 
Selwyn, attorney for the Los Ange- 
les Chapter of the Mattachine So- 
ciety who was a member of the 
panel. 


“Part II|—Sex Crimes: One of the Nation's Problems" 


The Panel: Dr. Isidore Ziferstein, Psychiatrist and Psychoanalyst—worked at 
lowa State Penitentiary for four years. Attorney, Herbert Selwyn, Los Angeles, 
California. Dr. Wm. Graves, Psychiatrist—an assistant at San Quentin; mem- 
ber of Friends’ Subcommittee for legislation (on the California Penal Code). 
Mr. Fred Otash, Private Detective—former Los Angeles Policeman, one-time 
investigator for ‘Confidential Magazine," and ‘‘An authority on all types of 
crime,'’ according to Bill Bradley the moderator. 
Bill Bradley began by asking the panel to define ‘sex crime." 


Dr. Ziferstein said that a sex crime is a sexual act that does harm to another 
individual. He did not consider a sex act between consenting adults that 
causes no harm a sex crime. 

Mr. Otash began by explaining Sec. 288A of California's Penal Code. This, 
he said, involved ‘'sex perversion" and more precisely, copulation by mouth. 
It was Mr. Otash's “opinion” that this particular sex crime was the most prev- 
alent in the nation. In most cases the police have to deal with, where the 
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charge could be a violation of Sec. 288A, the charge is often reduced to a 
simple “'vag-lewd."' Husbands and wives can commit this crime, but the police 
would not likely be peeking into bedroom windows according to Mr. Otash. 

Mr. Selwyn divided sex crimes into direct, where the sexual organs are 
involved, and indirect, where burglary or arson, etc., are the crimes but fre- 
quently motivated by sexual conflicts. 


Dr. Ziferstein reacting to Mr. Otash's definition of a ‘sex criminal''—namely 
anyone who broke the penal code in this regard—said “yes, the penal 
code regarding sexual acts would make nearly every American citizen a sex 
criminal.'' However, he felt that a great error was involved and that the term 
sex criminal should only apply to those who used sex as a means of per- 
petrating harmful acts upon other persons. 

Dr. Graves concurred with Dr. Ziferstein. 


Mr. Bradley asked—are all homosexuals sex criminals and why do they 
receive special consideration? 

Mr. Otash explained—all homosexuals are sex criminals by the letter of 
the law. Further, in his opinion, this was rightly so. He felt that homosexuals 
went about breeding more homosexuals, simply by contact. According to 
Mr. Otash they could not keep to their own kind but ‘preyed on normal 
men" and converted them to their way of life. He added, ‘You may call 
them homosexuals; | call them ‘fags.’ "’ 

Mr. Selwyn said that he would leave the question to the psychiatrists as to 
whether a homosexual could convert a ‘normal man" to a homosexual simply 
with one or two casual sex experiences. However, he was most interested in 
the manner in which the police got their evidence and their “‘homosexual sex 
criminals.’’ He denounced the peep-hole techniques in latrines and the quasi- 
entrapment methods widely used by the vice-squad. In the former, he felt 
that while the men involved were indiscreet to have sexual acts in a public 
place, that nevertheless it could hardly be assumed that they were other than 
consenting adults and that this should not be penalized with as much as 15 
years in jail. In the latter, the technique consisted of playing up to a homo- 
sexual's weakness, getting him to make ‘'a pass,’ and then flashing a 
badge. Mr. Selwyn took a very dim view, indeed, of this latter practice. 

Mr. Otash appeared to be stung at this bald statement of police tactics and 
said that while he was one of those who had been staked out at peep-hole 
sights in public ''commodes” at Venice, Calif., that the police did not do this 
without complaints—that complaints had come in that homosexuals were 
seducing children and propositioning normal men in the latrines—further that 
the police investigated, found this to be true and took to jail the offending 
homosexuals. 

Mr. Selwyn felt all sex crimes should be divided into three parts: those 
perpetrated by force, those involving children, and those involving consenting 
adults. The latter group he felt should be removed from the category, alto- 
gether. He did not believe that the percentage of homosexuals that molested 
children to be nearly as high as the percentage of heterosexuals that molested 
children—from the simple fact of there being not more than 5-10 homosex- 
uals per 100 of population. 

Dr. Ziferstein felt that all this ‘peeping and prying” only gave evidence 
and a continuing climate to the undercurrent of feeling that there is a special 
dirtiness about sex in general. 





Dr. Graves was queried as to the incidence of homosexuality in prison. He 
guessed that at times it could go as high as 50% of the male population—but 
that it was looked on differently in prison than in the outside society. By the 
psychiatrists it was called “'situational sex behavior''—that is, something 
most of the men involved would not do if they had normal outlets for the sex 
drives and that therefore, it was not judged as harshly by prison officials— 
although they tried to keep homosexual practices to a minimum. 

Dr. Graves did not feel that homosexual criminals should be given any 
more special treatment than any other criminal. All criminals were special 
unto themselves, he felt, and should be treated for their own individual prob- 
lems. 

Mr. Selwyn queried Dr. Graves as to the feasibility of allowing prisoners 
the right to have sexual intercourse with their wives or sweethearts as is per- 
mitted in Mexican jails. Would not this practice cut down on the ‘situational 
homosexuality?’ he asked. 


Dr. Graves agreed that it probably would if there were some way to bring 
about our society's acceptance of this practice. 


Dr. Ziferstein pointed out that our society was basically an anti-sex society, 
not just an anti-homosexual society. He implied that it was because of this 
that there were so many sex deviates, homosexuals included. Homosexuals, 
per se, he did not feel were dangerous to the common good. The ‘homosexual 
neurosis’ is no worse than any other neurosis, he said. 

Dr. Graves did not seem to necessarily agree with Dr. Ziferstein as to 
homosexuality being a neurosis to start with. In this society where homo- 
sexuality is connected with great moral repugnance, he felt that naturally 
most homosexuals were going to get neurotic over the state of affairs. 

The other panelists seemd to ignore Mr. Otash except when the Moderator 
asked him a direct question, at which point the other panelists would take off 
from his answer and kick it around among themselves. 

The next question was directed to Mr. Otash. Why is there such a big differ- 
ence in the viewpoints of Law, Law Enforcement and Medical Opinion? asked 
Mr. Bradley. 

Mr. Otash’s answer was, ‘‘If you think these people [Homosexuals] are alll 
right you should change the laws.” 

Mr. Selwyn and the rest of the panel agreed wholeheartedly. After all, it 
was explained, the police don't draft the laws, but are duty bound to enforce 
them. The laws should be changed, so that the police are not faced with this 
problem. 

Dr. Ziferstein felt that the difference lay in the occupational hazard of each 
job. The policeman becomes involved in the ‘cops and robbers”’ chase at the 
expense of human values and the psychiatrists and social workers become 
involved in the human values to the exclusion of all else. He felt, however, 
that the latter bias was a better one. 

Mr. Selwyn felt that there needed to be a balance between social protec- 
tion and the rights of the individual. He mentioned the work of The Church 
of England's Moral Welfare Counsel and their recommendation that sex 
between consenting adults should not be considered a legal question at all 
He concluded by adding that it may be a moral auestion between the private 
individual and his conscience, but there were no legal values involved. 


Sten Russell 
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Dear ONE: 

This writer wishes to object to the basic 
premise in Alison Hunter's Editorial (July, 
1958) favoring closer relations between the 
male homosexual and his alleged twin, the 
female homosexual. This is based on full ac- 
ceptance of the negative Freudian claptrap 
about homosexuality as being against some- 
thing. Thus, according to this nonsense, the 
male homosexual, due to some traumatic 
childhood horror, has rejected the usual fe- 
male ideal; likewise, the female homosexual 
has rejected the usual male, etc., ad nauseam. 
Ergo, the two have a common origin. 


When the study of homosexuality is freed 
from this dogmatic claptrap, when properly 
viewed as something positive, the obvious fact 
will be brought out that the primary, positive 
essence of male homosexuality is an inherent 
and very strong attraction to the male. Of all 
females with whom such a male has the least 
in common, the Lesbian obviously comes first. 
If it is considered desirable for the male 
homosexual to associate more with his female 
equivalent, he should look for same amongst 
nymphomaniacs, his true female counterpart. 
By the same token, the true male counterpart 
for the Lesbian is the Casanova-wolf. It is an 
interesting thought for further study that the 
Lesbian should have no trouble rounding up 
admitted Casanova-wolves, but male homo- 
sexuals would find admitted nymphomaniacs 
even rarer than open homosexuals to come by. 


Noel I. Garde 
New York, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs: 

| have the greatest respect for what you 
are trying to do for ‘'us,"’ My only regret is 
that | am not financially or physically able to 
do more for your historic publication. I've pre- 
viously written you from tolerant Europe and 
now | write you from the intolerant South. 
Being a Negro, it isn't easy to find enjoyment 


in this ill-smelling air. But | always look for- 
ward to your issues. | wish there was some- 
thing | might do to repay the pleasure you 
have given me. 

Mr. T. 

Montgomery, Ala. 


Dear Friends: 


Thanks for the wonderful time | was shown 
while visiting you. Too bad more of us 
couldn't do this and see for themselves all the 
work that is going on for their benefit. And 
the unselfish dedication in those that are giv- 
ing their time and talent towards a better and 
more understanding world for the Homophile. 

The one thing that struck me the most was 
the loyalty and the unselfishness shown in 
everything that was done. Though we are 
ridiculed and condemned for what we are and 
what we do, a great many people in this 
world of ours could learn a lesson in how to 
live and get along with your neighbor by just 
watching ONE and its officers operate. 


Mr. B. 
Detroit, Mich, 


Dear Sirs: 

Can, or will you, aid me in forming the 
ground work for establishing a branch or club 
up here? | so very much want to do something 
of this nature, because the lack is pathetic. 
You probably are not aware of the dire need 
in this country and though | well realize it is 
no concern of yours, surely would appreciate 
any assistance you could give me in the way 
of advice and guidance. Frankly I'm at a loss 
to know where to start. 


Mr. N. 
Vancouver, British Columbia 


Gentlemen: 

! would be interested in learning if there 
is a branch of your organization on the East 
Coast. 

Mr. H. 
Ridley Park, Pa. 


Dear ONE: 

The other day | saw a copy of the January, 
1955, ONE Magazine. Comparisons are invid- 
ious, but it seemed to me to be so outstand- 
ing both in quantity and quality of material 
that | am moved to inquiry as to the reason. 
Not financial, | should think, in view of the 
25c price printed on its cover. Surely not 
waning interest, or waning material. 

| cannot miss the opportunity for empha- 
sizing the moral of the story in that issue, 
“Smiley."’ | can assure you that the suicide 
motive is not exaggerated and that its em- 
phasis on the inadequacy and ineffectiveness 
of the so-called ‘‘gay bars'' is not misplaced. 
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Social events with admission by card should 
fill a big gap. Since such meetings would be 
characterized by perfect decorum and might 
advantageously be opened fo sincere friends 
as well as members of the minority, the ad- 
ministration of the card-issuance should not 
be too troublesome . . - 

(And from a more recent letter): 

It amazes me that in January, 1955, you 
had five hundred more members than you 
have today. Has any determined effort been 
made to diagnose the causes for this situa- 
tion? Could it not be because this five hun- 
dred has been disappointed in the hope and 
expectation of finding some practical help? 
Theoretical and historical aspects of the sub- 
jects are available to anyone with opportunity 
and intelligence to run an index in any good 
library. Pleasing little poems and stories add 
a veneer of pretty decor, but, after all, nothing 
more than that. 

In the meantime, the five hundred (unlike 
the gallant six hundred) have to ride alone, 
which is the tragedy of the situation. If noth- 
ing is done to ameliorate this aloneness other- 
wise than through a monthly printed page, 
where, in Heaven's name, lies the advantage 
of continuing the association? Frankly, | am 
seriously considering joining the five hundred. 


Mr. M, 
Riverside, Calif. 


EDITOR'S NOTE: 


The several letters above are samples of 
the many received in similar vein, year after 
year. We had pointed out to Mr. M. that there 
were five hundred more subscribers in 1955, 
not members, saying, “It has been our ex- 
perience that the flurry of curiosity about the 
Magazine, which led to peak sales in 1954 
and 1955 has gradually subsided to a solider 
status of deeply committed, working Mem- 
bers, and genuinely interested serious readers. 
ONE has never claimed to offer a direct solu- 
tion to ‘the problem of meeting people.* 
Neither our educational, publishing nor re- 
search programs are directed to that end, and 
our social service work is concerned with other 
objectives also. 

“We are too vividly acquainted with the 
experience of such European groups as have 
attempted to cope with this method to wish to 
undertake it ourselves. It is our feeling that 
this is an individual question, involving in- 
dividual choice and individual taste far too 
intimately to be attempted group-wise.”' 

As to branch offices, the Corporation is not 
yet large enough to manage them. We neither 
minimize the needs nor the urgency, but it 
must be borne in mind that any organized 
activity for the homophile in U. S. (or Canada) 
is not yet ten years old, whereas other social 
institutions have been building their struc- 
tures for centuries. 
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ASSOCIATE WANTED 


for a new, small-scale, news- 
paper publishing venture. Ex- 
perience not essential. Can you 
invest money, work, premises, 
equipment? We will print gen- 
eral, political, business, sport- 
ing and society news, run some 
advertising. Expect no profit 
at first, good profit eventually. 


Monwell Boyfrank, Box 554, 
El Segundo, California. 


—— EE 


Deor One, Inc.: 

For some months we have promised to check 
over our financial set-up to see what we could 
do to help you. 

Now, after receiving your ‘‘One Confiden- 
tial," and after reading the article entitled 
“To the Friends of One’’ by the Board of Di- 
rectors, we have decided to offer some of our 
suggestions as answers to your problems of 
how to raise the much needed funds. 

We unfortunately do not have well-to-do 
friends, but feel sure that perhaps many 
readers and subscribers do have, and think 
that the idea of an approach to them is good. 
If you have a good “‘approach"’ letter to offer, 
we might send names to you of people who 
might assist. 

The idea of sending a personal representa- 
tive to the larger cities seems like a good 
one, and if followed thru, we will be glad to 
meet him and assist here. 

We do think that a drive to increase mem- 
bership is good. If a person has a member- 
ship they can’t help but feel the responsi- 
bility that is theirs and want to help further. 

We both enjoy “‘One'’ Magazine, altho 
not always every article, but we feel that 
you are doing a wonderful job for the cause. 
In order that you may have more full-time 
help we are hereby pledging to send you 
$25.00 each month. Enclosed is our first check; 
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and we hope that you can find others that 
will make a steady contribution, 

We are certain there will be many who will 
be in a position to help more than our cir- 
cumstances permit, as we do wish you lots of 
success in attaining your financial needs. If 
we can be of any further help, please let 
us know, 


J. & D. 
Kansas City, Mo. 


Gentlemen and Ladies: 


| must say that for all the complainers you 
have there must be thrice that many who 
appreciate the fact that everyone in this world 
has different thoughts and beliefs and that it 
is impossible to please everyone in one 
publication, 

| hope that sometime it will be possible to 
have letters forwarded so that acquaintances 
can be made in our home towns and else- 
where. | am in a position like that of Miss B., 
of Sidney, Australia. | am lonely for com- 
panionship and | do not seem able to locate 
the type of men friends | would like, possibly 
because | am afraid of the consequences of 
a mistake. However, enough of my sobbing. 
Again | say, ‘More power to you."’ | think 
you are doing a handsome job, one that | am 
sure the complainers could never do. 


Mr. H. 
Omaha, Neb. 


Dear Mr. Rifle: 


| want to tell you how much | enjoyed your 
story, “Down in the Canyon" (February, 
1958). | have read a great many books and 
novels in which homosexuality is the theme, 
and most of them have a city background, so 
of course there is a sameness about most of 
them, but yours is like a fresh breeze from the 


mountains and has just about everything— 
suspense, delicacy of treatment, frankness and 
honesty. My only regret was that it was too 
short. | think you could write a very fine book 
along these lines, taking this as your first 
chapter 
Let me say | hope you continue writing and 

give us some more of those fine, suspenseful, 
fresh-air stories. 

Mr. B 

Toledo, Ohio 


Dear Don Slater: 


After reading the letter from Mr. W., of 
Baltimore (June, 1958) | realized you must re- 
ceive many so-called ‘‘crank'’ letters. You do 
print the possible ones; but how many you 
must receive that are unprintable. | just never 
realized this before. 

! want to congratulate you for printing 
“Circumambient Love,"’ by J. Lorna Strayer. 
Here is a POEMI! It is beautiful, touching, 
understandable—a lovely piece of writing. 
Another item that made the June issue so 
fascinating was the article by Cristina Midence 
Valentine (author, The God Within). | agree 
with every word she wrote. May | add a per- 
sonal comment, HERE is a WRITER! 


Miss W. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Board of Directors: 


| read that letter of yours in ONE Confiden- 
tial. If the guys would all get behind what 
you are trying to do we might get some place. 
| don't know what's the matter with them all, 
| don't have much, working in a restaurant 
dish-washing, but | will send $10 a month. 


John Fadner 
Westwood Village, Calif, 


FOUNDATION INTERNATIONAL COMMITTEE 


FOR SEX EQUALITY 


NEWSLETTER, with reports from the ICSE, monthly in 


English. 


KURIER, German edition of the above, monthly. 


PRESS, a digest of news items from press reports, 
monthly in German. 


Subscriptions to each of the above, $10 per year. 
Postbox 1564, Amsterdam, Holland. 





DER NEUE RING 


Published monthly in German with an insert for women, 
Aphrodite; photos, articles, stories, and personal notices. 
$7.00 yearly outside Germany. 


Verlag Gerhard Prescha, Hamburg 13, 
Alsterchaussee 3/11., Germany 


LT, 


NOW PUBLISHING IN ITS FOURTH YEAR 





Casting a Spotlight on Human Sex Problems 


tor Thinking Adults 


MATTACHINE REVIEW has been praised by readers interested in the 
homosexual topic from every state and 18 foreign countries. ‘We like 
its rational, adult approach, probing yet devoid of sensationalism,” 
they say. Every issue contains articles by professional persons and 
authoritative laymen who dare to challenge out-dated prejudice and 
ignorance. Also: Book reviews, bibliographical information on homo- 
sexuality and letters from readers, plus comment on sexological trends 
from all over the U. S. and the world. 


Subscriptions: $4 per year, first class sealed, in U. S., Canada, Mexico; 
$5 elsewhere. Single copies 50c or 7 Intl. Reply coupons. 


mattachine REVIEW 


Published monthly by Mattachine Society, Inc., at 693 Mission Street, San Francisco 5, Calif. 


FREE—Publications catalog plus folders on Mattachine Society, plus additional information about 
the REVIEW. Simply send name and address to publication office above. 


VRIENDSCHAP 


Monthly magazine in Dutch; photos and draw- 
ings, also articles about women. $4. yearly. 


Postbox 542, Amsterdam, Holland. 
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